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THE VIOLENCE AROUND US 


I 


bringing it all to a possibility, an 
“amenable circumstance,” the lovers 
walking “with the lure of the real in their hearts.” 


2 


the four drowned sailors 
lie on the stairs. And you 
left them there? without making sure 
they weren’t alive? 

o, they scared me, 
I knew they weren’t alive. 

But 

did you listen to their hearts, did you 
put your mouth on their wet mouths 
and give them air? 

No. 
Then perhaps one of them was alive 
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no stopping, impossible, the brake 
down to the floor, the speed 
constant, so clear, so clear 


who is doing the talking? 


the fall of leaves 
destroys the silence, the fire 
engine destroys the silence, the milk- 


bottle morning sound breaks in, my hand 
like an enemy scratching on the sheet, truth, 
truth; in 

science-fiction the listener 
hears the lopped branch cry out; o 
doloris not even you can tell me 
what you're listening for 


a stomach ache 
GA 


the answer is: prince of the possible 


8 
the answer is: what 
is the question? 

9 
I am blind, I listen 
with my eyes 

10 


from a distance the high weeds 

are like wheat stalks, to see 

what is food and what is weed 

takes an approach. After all that work 
it is the dirt he thinks of 
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I] 


the violence of an ear listening 
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he wants to help himself, to point 
to the marine voice he hears, to say 
“it’s me,” 

he holds to the drowned sailors 
as a possibility, he remembers the salmon 
beginning in the dark 
sprouting in shallow waters, the cracking 
city waiting on the living 
volcano, himself very still 
breathing out against the air pressure, breathing 
out — so clear so clear, 
to could will, to might have would. 
As he might master, prince of the airy wall 
thinning between his ear and the cry 
of the crow, as he thinks of the provoking 
dead... 


13 
proposition: sentimentality is the desire for repetition 
14 


Jacob Boehme the irrepressible sailor 
rides his unicycle and falls 

for the people. He is practicing 

to become the audience. He gives them 
the shifts between a man up 


i 


and a man down. 
Jacob Boehme 
sits among his discarded shoemaking 
tools, 
burlesque and mystical man 
utterly busy in a juggler’s 
game, marvellous 
how from all four corners the wind 
goes for him and the filthy 
stench from arquebus a croc and crozier reaches him 
on the wind, 
how much 

counter-breathing just to sit still and be 
the ground he sits 
still to be, 

the violence 
of a man holding his own, lungs 
working well, man 
moving in himself, high 
pressure low pressure, isobars 


shifting 
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“Genius is not a gift but the way out that one invents 
in desperate cases.” 


— J. P. SARTRE 


little remains after many developments 
what's left is a tone, a stance, a stone, or a list of cups and utensils 
the idea that withdrawal is power too 
the thing changes as the beholder looks, as the beholder changes 
the man who wants the new must eat breakfast in a different way 
he could eat on his head or he could eat the shell or 
he could not eat and say he has eaten or 
he could send a softboiled egg to Kansas to a YMHA and say 
I have eaten the softboiled egg or he could 
eat cereal and say 
I have eaten ham and eggs or 
he could eat ham and eggs and have been pleased and say 
I have taken no pleasure from the ham and eggs or 
he could withdraw from the idea of breakfast he could 
have supper at 8 in the morning 
and have ham and eggs and say 
I have taken pleasure in my dinner this morning, how much 
does that change the shape of accomplishments? or 
he could invent desperate cases, the egg 
is ill, say, and must be force-fed some glucose to hold its own, 
this 

changes the purpose of the egg, 

this 
is something new in a desperate case of the monotony in mornings. 
The man who wants the new might wonder whether this instance is real. 
In that case he could force-feed the egg some albumen 
which would not be so new 
and eases the tension he’ feel in his pain between the new and the real. 
He forgets and remembers that what matters 
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does not involve accomplishments, what to say, but pleasure. 
Because little remains after many developments 
he sets up a lookout from the open kitchen window 
and finally succeeds in catching a bird by the toe, 
a tropical specimen, never seen in his parts, with a freckled face 
and hazel eyes, with the ability to change 
temperature around itself, apparently: 
the kitchen thermometer sinks 
to the slowing flight of the trapped thing, 
its thermostat protest 
killing the lianas and swampgrass coiling around the electric clock 
silencing the visiting toucan, the condor 
disappears from the coat-hanger. 
The man in the kitchen, a desperate case, 
calls the South on the phone, but there is no help 
no help, no help, everything slips away from his passions. 
What’s left 
is a tone, a stance, a stone, or a list of cups and utensils 
for a way out. 
For a way out 

he carries his list down to the street 
smoothing it out on his little carrying stone, 

he is 
involved in his stance like a fetus in a bottle 
and dwindles as he walks 
pleased with his surroundings. 

Smaller yet and lighter 

by far he reaches a rain-cloud 
in a great surprise of gulls. 
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After 
so many developments, trying to explain, 
he reads them the list and withdraws, 
remembering 
that what matters does not involve accomplishments, 
what to say, 
but pleasure in their presence. 
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lynx 
ocelot 
tiger 
tortoise shell 
bull 
jackal 
buffalo 
viper sting 
cassowary 
lamb 
wolf 


cassowary wing 


lynx shell 
ocelot tortoise 
tiger tortoise 


shell tissue 
bull sting 
jackal sting 
sting buffalo 


zinc sting 


ZOOLOGY IL 


llama 
llama 
llama 


water buffalo 
Ox 


Ox 


fox 
angora cat 
siamese cat 


shell llama 
llama shell 
tortoise llama 


water viper buffalo 


Ox viper 
viper ox 


cassowary cassowary fox wing 


lamb wing 
wolf wing 


armoring flex 


belong belong 


be for this long time 


be 
be be 


belong cassowary 


angora cat wing 
siamese cat wing 


order order 
order belong 
separate 


be tortoise for this long time 


shell be long 


vicuna 
cow 
hyena 


viper 
camel 


dog 


alley cat 
Ox 
Ox 


vicuna shell 
cow shell 
hyena shell 


viper viper 
camel viper 
dog sting 


alley cat wing 
ox wing 
ox wing 


order separate 
separate belong 
be separate 


separate viper 
order belong viper 


be order 


tortoise 
llama 
tiglon 


prairie dog 
jaguar 
tiglon 


tiglon 
lioness 
puma 


tortoise tortoise 
llama tortoise 
shell tiglon 


prairie dog viper 
jaguar sting 
sting tiglon 


tiglon wing 
lioness wing 
puma wing 


be order 
be force 


be 


order cassowary 


be 


viper separate belong 


TO ADAM MY FIRST SON 


there’s a kind of sadness in your eyes sometimes 
when you say wash 

me or you dress 

me, it reminds me of what I see 

in the eyes of horses, standing 

still, sway-backed from a dumb life 

tugging city-wagons, pissing quietly, 

the traffic 

mucking around in business 
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THE TWO VOICES OF LIZARD 


— be personal, tell it straight, the small detail 
in its complexity, the dirt 
you have to eat, the noises of cereal 
of the children cracking 
into your silence 


— keep your own counsel, don’t give it away 
cheaply, noble 
rider on the poet’s mule 


what an old struggle, it would bore me 

if it weren't the substance itself of all my days 
it’s true the statues in the parks are for children and birdshit 
but a spat! a minor marital belly-curdling 
spat! would you make 

a poem of that? 

o to be a stegosaurus 

now that misery’s here, on my back 

two rows of bony plates, imagine 

a stegosaurus pleading 

Get off my back, to his plates! 

Why, they are his very blessedness. 

Near the end 

of the Age of Reptiles, those plates 

got heavier all the time 

and pushed him into the ground, or 
something like that. He was fat 

and got fatter. O how wonderful 

to be driven into the ground 

a little more each day 

and nothing nothing nothing to be done 
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except relax and sink 

to make time for the next Age. Ah to sink 

like that and make a contribution 

to evolution, maybe to become coal 

even or something like that. I keep 

my counsel, I feed upon plants, the four spikes 
on my tail keep attackers away, I am 

a fierce father when attacked. Between nothingness 
and grief I choose the grief 

of the stegosaurus, pointing 

like all long grief 

to nothingness. Yes I live in a bad 

time, I remember the lizards, clumping 

in an awkward phoomph among their wasting 
vegetables. 
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ADAM THE WING 


flyboy in the fishfilled air 
he floats up there, past 
master magic boy 
up with Adam the Wing, mad 
pastor of playing things; 
letting them go is like having them 
come back. this. this. see. all 
gone. see. now. 
It is now. Crowding 
behind his blue eyes 
the forktailed fish, stars 
for scales, not letting up 
in their crazy night swimming, I know 
it was less pressure threw down Caesar 
in his reddening gown 
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“daddy, can you staple these two stars together 
to make an airplane?” 


— ADAM 


yes and staple these two maples together to make a ground 
and grind these two staples together to make a beach 

and tether these two cars together to make a track 

and bruise these two leathers together to make a cow 

and put these two eyeglasses together so that shell sleep on top of him 
and hit these two tables together to kill a mother 

and tie these two blankets together to make a room 

and clip these two birds together to make a turtle 

and force these two tigers together to make a one 

and melt these two bugs together to make a one 

and push these two ones together to make a one 

and cover these two hammers together to make a pillow 
and staple these two grounds together to make a maple 
and hammer two mothers together to make a car 

and splice these two pussy willows together to make a forest 
and stuff these two voices together to make a throat 

and crush these two rings together to make a voice 

and label these two throats together to make a one 

and join these two fathers together to make a horse 

and whip two friends together to make a dog 

and slash two turtles together to make a monster 

and kill two brothers together to make an aquarium 

and carry two heads together to make a fish 

and pile two houses together to make a doctor 

and wind two snakes together to make a snake 

and wind two stems together to make a snake 

and burn two hands together to make a hole 

and kill two fathers together to make an eye 

and lash two trucks together to make a garbage can 
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and cement two pears together to make a country 

and glue two flowers together to make a sculpture 

and link two windows together to make a jungle 

and be two things together to make a one 

and be one shape with another to make all the things 
and be and glue and staple and play and tether and clip 
and force and hammer and splice and crush and splice 
and join and whip and carry and pile and play and kill 
and be and wind and burn and cement and link and play 
and grind and play and be and stuff and label and carry 
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POEM AT THE BATHROOM DOOR, BY ADAM 


silver woman do you love me 
black woman do you love me 
garbage woman do you love me 
remind woman do you love me 
painter woman do you love me 
bird woman do you love me 
map woman do you love me 
push-car woman do you love me 
watch woman do you love me 
iron woman do you love me 

bye woman do you love me 
happy woman do you love me 
store woman do you love me 
bird with a heart in his mouth and a kiss in his mouth 
present woman do you love me 
ask woman do you love me 
that’s all I can think of 
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WHAT ARI SAYS WHEN HE'S FIVE 


dad I’ sorry I really am but dad I have to put you 
in a washing machine 
and turn you around in it all soapy 
and cut off your head. 
Dad I’m really sorry 
but I have to hold you tight and put you 
in a test tube and stick it 
in a garbage truck and you be all crushed up, and dad 
dad, listen, I’m very sorry dad, but 
see how I’m turning around that’s how 
I'll do, put you in a spot of blood 
and all the germs will dance around your peepee 
and dad I’m very sorry but I have to put you 
in the wall then I'll take you out and plaster you 
and dad you know what, I'll stick you into a bulb 
and turn it on 
youll burn your ass and dad I’m very sorry 
but I have put you in the typewriter and type you up and dad 
I'll have to put you in the oven and melt glass 
all over you and dad 
could I type 
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MUCK THE FUCK 


one room for the grey rat 

two room for the cowlick 

seven room for moose 

and Muck the Fuck to celebrate; 


he says: I fuck the moose 

with cowlick; the grey rat 

bears the urine 

from room to room for the proper dance, 
slippery floor for the moose-mad; 


cheese in the graveyard 
where’s it from? 

if you eat a plum 
milkem 


who's to be milked? 
moose to be mucked 
by the gap-step Fuck 
in the lacy web 

bees in the mouth. 


Room for the real. 
Kitchen of shadows, bing. 
If you don’t sing 

what’s out there? 


Rat moose cowlick prick 
open your mouth a little bit, 
drapes are felling everywhere. 
Foot in your ears 
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scuRVy — a crypto-play 


Dramatis Personae: 


Pleonasm Unbekkant—a well-meaning popinjay 

Eodont Espresso—a toothless Southern maverick, hungering for rain at dusk 
Boun Um Cai Hmn—a displaced South Vietnamese eft-trapper 
Bonifacio de Luxe—a good helper 

Rebel Kosher—a Mennonite 

Betty Hearsit—a faithless chambermaid 

Charles—a cab driver 

William Golding—a well-organized Englishman with a beard 
Burton—a deserted Arabian 

Kolghoz—an assassin from a Steppe 

Bile—a theological disputant from the Sorbonne 

Phlegm—a theological disputant from the University of Bologna 
Tool—a tool 

Pope Rimbaud I—a hero; he carries two large ivory tusks; his foot hurts 
Porgy—an exploited philanderer 

Assorted puzzlers 


The characters rise on the previously hidden stage platform. Each introduces 
himself. “My name is Pleonasm Unbekkant. I am a well-meaning popinjay 

. . ete.” They then all sing Hatikvah. The audience sails on, calling each 
other new and creative names. The lights go out as the great calling of the 
names reorders the time. In some cases identities are remade. Three sobbing 
boys serve plaster hot dogs; large trapezoid shaped signs, plastic, fall on 
the audience. The signs read: ALL IS POP. Here and there the disillusioned 
start quietly to weep. 


The personae engage in mock fights, unambiguously and overtly spilling 
ketchup and soy sauce over each other with good humor. They fall slowly 
quiet and Tool approaches Betty Hearsit, saying loudly, “Betty Hearsit 
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faithless chambermaid.” The other characters take up the cry, approximate 
rounds and violently gay chants. They all remove from their clothing rubber 
daggers, knives, and swords and kill Betty Hearsit repeatedly. Bile and 
Phlegm go offstage and start the process of bearing on to the stage, Center, 
seventeen huge, transparent plastic vats with holes roughly at gonadal 
height; the vats are brought in, some matter-of-factly, some reverentially, 
two by two. 


Betty Hearsit is placed worshipfully upon a huge Oldenburg-like hot dog 
roll and covered with brown waxed butcher wrapping paper. She lies in 
state on a raised purple platform stage Center Rear. Pleonasm Unbekkant 
slowly urinates in vat 1 through the provided hole; when he’s done, he writes 
clearly on the vat (audience side) with luminescent spray: MAN IS 
BIOLOGY. The other survivors do similarly, each on his own vat, writing 
such legends as MAN IS HISTORY, MAN IS PSYCHOLOGY, MAN IS 
HORTATORY, MAN IS ORATORY, MAN IS SATORI, MAN IS NUGA- 
TORY, MAN IS ALEATORY, MAN IS MORATORY, MAN IS AMATORY, 
MAN IS SORRY... . Each character leaves the stage after his urinary 
devotions; at the end nothing remains except the raised catafalque behind 
the seventeen partly filled vats, every stage effect available suddenly burst- 
ing into activity: strobes, Russian folk dances, firecrackers, balloons going 
up, projected images, or a film, of the hara-kiri process. This goes on as long 


as it chooses. 
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THE SOUL IS A THING THAT SLITHERS 


it all turns like the impossible 

to hold, pauls mode, jerrys mode, teds mode, a la mode 

turn by turn, how can you say 

a style is aman when a man 

dies every other week and comes up racoon or whatever strange thing 
to himself constitutes surprise. 
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CONSTELLATIONS 


\A\ 


I absence 


start looking harder 


return earthlight heat 
hurt stalactite 
out the window excess 


“The chief problem of the artist, as of any man, are the problems of the 
normal, and he needs, in order to solve them, everything that the imagina- 
tion has to give.” 


listen 


tundra 


listen 
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II_ she walks heavily 


song freeze frost 
hot prick risen become comedy 


a litter of five 


“Art prepares the world in some sense to receive the soul, and the soul to 


master the world.” 


nothing hear violence: 
to-be-there mother listen: 


“That the artist should be eccentric, homeless, dreamful may almost seem a 
natural law, but it is none the less a scandal.” 


withdraw subway should could must 
prep school to walk walking 
walking 
song blackwhite 
blue 
walking ochre 
ground 
violent 
torn out 
nothing walks people 
my the 
market excess people 
birth walking 
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III the magic words 


escape private nothing 
little place fire escape 


ground 


“The joy of his great sanity, the power of his adequate vision, is not the less 
intense because he can lend it to others and has borrowed it from a 
faithful study of the world.” 


look at listen then they 


revenge 
pentagram colic 
muscular 
catastrophe 
chrysanthemum 
olive 
shit 
Supreme Court 
darkness 
listen 
listen 
cusps of 


shadow light 


tundra 
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IV_ the passenger the passage the powers 
all the poems are kindertotendichtungen 


the blue passengers by an excess which is the powers 
blue passengers through the bloody passage 


honesty 


“Do you know, Lise, my elder once told me to care for most people exactly 
as one would for children, and for some of them as one would for the sick 
in hospitals.” 


the 
sick in hospitals the joy 


of his great scandal 


Piaget asked children not older than six, “where is the name of the sun?” 
and he elicited the following response: “Inside, Inside the sun!” 


Antigone, go kill yourself. 


(She said, “it is my 
nature to join in love 
not hate.”) 


a scandal may almost seem a natural law “schizophrenia is the wish 
to be the whole, 
to be 


All,” said Rilke’s 
girl friend. 


34 


torn torn 


out torn passenger powers they are all games in the only 
direction, longest 
way round is best? 
myself mm mm mmmm ssssself the kitchen is 


INSIDE THE SUN “ah Alexey Fyodorovitch, dear, let us care for people 
as we would 


for the sick” 
escape or 
escape or 
or or 


or 


FIRE GROUND? 
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seemseemseem 


receive windows 


play 
a 


they played ontology until their mother called them in 


withdraw nothing 
out the window 
doors or door, door, door, not 
a garden, no window, walking 
exit machine, door, window 
red hawthorn, white of 
eye 

in 

define and win 


win windows 


have a play 
€XCess 
I stop 


it enters 


ground 
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Sie eee. tee eel is 


VI is is isisisisisisisis 
have become are 
will have been 
might 
seemseemseem 


appear to be 


being becomebebeingbe coming 


how many vaginas 


does a man have? 


clean 
doors 
perception or or 
That’s his soul? What is it Danger sign 
comes darkness 
in? hold fast steel or 


melt? 


“.. . the schizophrenic sees the verbal symbol as part of the thing which 
is symbolized . . . in primitive thinking there is an essential identity 
between the word and what the word denotes.” 


inside 

the 

sun word 

is to know knowing 

best all the 
ambition 
all the 
ambition 
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all the 
ambition 
help 
me 
a help? some 
help? 
O poor passengers 


€XCess 


I run in the snow when I don’t have to 


I stop 
running when it 
I stop running 


good it enters as water flows the same way twice 
me 


ground 
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TABLET Ix 


presented by the scholar-translator 


transmitted through Armand Schwerner 


Ee ae eer a res untranslatable section 
XXXXXxxxMissing section 
( ?) variant reading 


[ ] supplied by the scholar-translator 


~ 
~ 
. 
a 
—<— ao 
——— 
a 


TABLET Ix 


because the terror they* afflict me with is well-known 


*The Foosh? Old No-Name? The 
Fly? The Creep? 


because the raaling the goruck me lightthring paws ship 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXKXX XXXXXKXXXXXXX 

and what will you do when your words give out 

when the dumb whose blood is paste in a hot mouth 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXxxpurple foxglove* 


“one of the first mentions of 
the fingershaped plant, source 
of digitalis, the heart sti- 
mulant; intense consciousness? 


rise into awareness? 


because the paste lightthring paws ship 
because repulsives in sperm-offerings dry in a big cockshead box pintrpnit* 


*transliteration: alleluia 


or selah 


because the sinuous fever snakes through my bone-ends makes me crazy 
reminds my body of sacrifice, they follow they afflict they follow 

and what will I do when my glue words dry and lightthring dust paws ship 
they is you and anyone, dust sperm and a crush of mush brains pity 
because the dumb follow in slow death the riven ow] Old No-Name 

and cry soundlessly like cut wheat and can only live shrinking 

jee eee XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXxxxand yesterday 

the fresh waters teemed with upturned lips of jelly 
with tentacles and the tiny mouth 

and yesterday the fresh waters teemed 

with the fat upside-down jelly mouth trailing forests* 


4] 


*touching instance of close 
zoological observations: 
lines refer probably to the 
polyp and sexual medusa 
stages (upturned and down- 
turned vessel shapes) of the 
coelenterates: hydra, jelly- 
fish, obelia .. . 


EUS: USxksxccicrs cx eee ere XXXXXKKAKAKK 

cassie pa eect ea eee ae as they are leaving me as they leave, sperm 

and tears go out, and pus goes out, and piss, and they leave, 

everything's always going out, they. <..2.cce eee ee 

ue Hee Ree ree pattern (shoes?) for the [Sheol] of Pinitou 

EN aE EAN: 2 out like sweat, like earwax, like shit, nothingxxxxxxxxxxx 

REXKKKKAAAKAR KR KE OX IOV Ce holds 

his long-man'= 4 eee this unexpected place THIS 1S. 22. 
*possibly “priests” 

hurtling turnaround lightthring paws ship cockshead alone for a toy 

I walk when I walk 

when I walk I walk 


csunabnbiniabehandsuenee £ OG Ue# een ses See oe. Pe ea eee loveliness 
in the face of a bog with jealousy 
in the face of a creek with jealousy 
in the face of sometimes-wet-hard-thing* with jealousy 
in the ear of the last shallow breath with jealousy 
in the face of salad greens with jealousy 
in the guilt of clay ear-plugs with jealousy 
in the eyes of swell-shrink* with jealousy 
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in the face of thin-thin-fat* with jealousy 
in the life of the round dance with jealousy 


* approximations. Cognate 
fragments suggest that 

the reader may continue the 
list ad lib, with group res- 
ponse continuing. 


when I walk I walk, I must say I walk when I walk 

I have that I have had that 

no envy of Old No-Name gets to me IJ have these legs of laughter 
everything always keeps leaving me, it is 

never enough, I’ve surrendered the damp lips of speech 

emptied these eye sockets, filled my ears with good clay, ground down 

my fingertips I’m left like a dog to smell my way to the dream 

(HIS IS AN EMPIVING. 2.252252 SOMMICHMIVING! Base ah ss forgiven 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXKXXKXXXKXXKKXXXXXXXK 
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THE INHERITORS 
an anathema 


they walk through the low tide at dawn 
in the aluminum moonshine 
kicking jellyfish, dreaming 
paramecium cookies, and cool lemon soda 
from traveling astronaut processed piss. 
I hate them all, every one, wild 
for the moon, baying for its maria, 

rabid for its pockets and craters with a probe 
directed from the Parthenon, the cold marble 
silver-white under the moon. 

They are 
serenely arriving, arriving 
and kicking moonjelly in lunar Mare Imbrium; 
they daydream metals that twist like rubber 
and last like the memory of death, they dream 
of pharmaceutical connections in the suburbs, of needs 
to be filled, druggists coming to meetings. 

They push golfcarts 
stuffed with empty quart mayonnaise jars, they find 
on the veldt on red Mars the green little fry 
ready 
for pickled service, they dream of the fry 
oiled 
transferred to airtight cans from the oozing 
jars, they dream 
specialty stores, and talking at meetings, 
corraling 
passive Venusian atheists 
in a ferment of pious barracks. 
O to these and their brothers 
a slow and gummy death 
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from some crack Elohim like Fu-Manchu, 
providers 
in the ravage of tree and beast 
they sow the earth with dust and famished deer as offering; 
monotheistic 
thurifers dandle 
thuribles of pus 
to staunch the expensive 
lacerations 
in the dirt. 
These 
are the meek, the loving tongues, who ever to themselves have said, 
Breathes there a soul who wouldn’t grab it? and 
maybe not. 
The inheritors dance, arriving, arriving, their ears 
to the ground in a jackal squat 
their shit turns to stone before it fertilizes the ground, o lords 
meditating on their worms, grubby 
reminders of earth, they sell dead seeds 
in a mystique of appropriations to stop up the wounds 
of the earth. 
They meditate, their eyes on the moon 
they rise from their burrows like swamp smog, 
enchanted, they 
twist in a metaphysical fever 
in the anguish of being subject to decay 
infected 
by sap running purposefully from maples 
irregularity 
in the arrangement of leaves 
athlete’s foot sneaking in under the door 
germs on the pot. 
Order 

some order 
The old place is dying 
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BUILDINGS AND GROUNDS 


whenever I finally get to withdraw 
from one more greeting or smiles like teeth 
I’m surrounded by members of a faculty 
meeting at a faculty meeting, discussing 
music programming for mutes or buildings and grounds, 
from which I withdraw 
setting up what’s needed, what should be done. 
There’s this tiny ant on my notetaking paper 
covered by my doodles of macrocephalic gym teachers. 
I keep her to myself. 

She is small 
and quick, moving 
just for me. Her tiny closeness 
unnerves me I’m concentrating on her so, as 
during the exercises with the flag 
on Monday morning assemblies 
I imagine famished bloodworms at work on the red stripes, 
appeasing their appetites slightly 
to prepare for a sacred feast 
during the reading of monotheistic messages. 

They 

help out; without their gentle favors 
I can just see myself 
helplessly drained, 
a sphincter problem, what the school nurse calls 
“a bowel movement, my boy,” that’s what she 
calls me, me 


with my untrimmed beard and poor-genteel appeal in her chlorophorm den. 
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There’s this ant 
around which I draw inky circles 
establishing a little order. I need some too. 
And certainly this dumb bug does, innocent 
of direction, of all places to crawl 
she chooses this faculty table surrounded by members of a faculty 
meeting at a faculty meeting. 
Sometimes 
the circle stops her at three points of the periphery 
and she starts 
again. No circles 
stop her for good. Angry, 
I pull my colleague’s chair, he 
teaches History. He says, “The history 
of music, the history 
of buildings and grounds.” I draw a treble clef 
around the frantic beast on my notetaking paper. No clefs 
stop her. I surround her, 
I surround her by musical staves, I 
go further, I thicken my circles, I make rectangles, 
I use red ink, I tear the paper, I 
am careless in this search for order, 
she will run off the paper 
the headmaster will see her 
and make her stay after school to read Job, I 
am careless, I break her left frong leg 
with my pen. I cry out. My colleague 
says, “The music of buildings. The history of grounds.” 
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“the smallest things can turn you on” 


— PAUL BLACKBURN 


they really do 
that other Paul, the well- 
married, punctilious Swiss, drawings, 
aquatints, engravings, paintings, work of minutest 
comedy on smoothest glass, it was nice 
lying on top of his squat bookcase, flat 
on his belly, his changing 
submarine eyes watched the fish 
play 
in the green, black-green, yellow-green, greenish 
quiet of the aquarium, all afternoon 
they engaged his silence, near- 
silence, he hummed sometimes 
a black and green movement of their changing forms, their 
being with the plant leaves, moving them 
by pushing the water threads adjacent, but not 
each other that much, it seemed just 
each others’ shadows, the scene, Paul, 
anywhere you find it, turns 
you on, you stay, part of it, adding to its reality, 
as long as it gives pleasure, not forbidden 
even to that third Paul, overthrown 
when the road to Damascus 
exploded in his groin; he changed so much: 
the statues’ inclinations, the daily 
marketing, children’s 
crusades into the violent dark 
there are revelations and there are 
revelations 
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SPEECH FOR LEROI 


in memory of my cousin Mickey Schwerner 


written for and read at a benefit for 
LeRoi Jones’ defense fund, in 1967 


common cause 
common cause 
come come come come 
remission of sins is not in question 
Jefferson is not in question 
fear is in question 10:30 is in question hunger is in question 
come to the anxiety fair 
common sauce reasons of soup and meat and terrible 
anger and the noose of news 
like the wolf’s jaw 
tightening 
friends laugh 
in metal 
in ropes 
in distrust 
to make common cause 
with the time nothing is 
enough or quite right, all activity forgets 
ends in the exercise of being, absolutes 
leap into usefulness to comfort the grave- 
diggers. 
The coolest is the most obsessed the ownership of souls 
newly patented every month. 
We live, 
think of it, establishing 
nourishment from solid 
anger, 
that is left, 
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like the wolf toward mirages 
and we stand 
a little too straight. 
Yes I live 
in a dark time, belief in the poem 
requires a major transplant every morning, I imagine 
on my cheek, on my cornea, behind 
my knee connective tissue hardening 
in death, simple local answers 
to the pressures in the body of the world, 
come 

belief, passion 

come, come 
sweet poem, or sour, or 
broken is best; 

to come sweetly 
is evidence of the body letting up 
on itself, falling into images. 

But I know of men in an art 
in an endless whip of fury, their angry certainty. 
Whoever possessed by Justice selects Holy and Holier 
and cries Artifact at flesh 
forgets nothingness 
and walks at the funeral of the whole human race. 

If you took the road 
through my cranial suture, through the dura matter, 
what an allegorical fool you would find, 

fat and weary 
from too much time passing too fast, the right arm 
paralyzed, and the left holding up the pennant holding 
the pennant of poetry. 
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Mickey I think of you, I think you 

into my body, 
jelly tissue beginnings soft parts 

in the loam of a dam between Philadelphia and Meridian 
I think about reasons for getting up mornings 
and the commonness of tissue 
and the violence of gravediggers and the violence 
of my wish for an end 
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PROLOGUE IN SIX PARTS 


I 


the harsh movement 


to sit straight, not 
to arch backward, not to speak, hardly 
to hear, 
to facilitate his meditation nearest the ground, bare 
as it was if not bare as it might be, 
he strives 
against sleep to become 
jazzy, instruments of his own 
in their own artless dippings in his mind, 
for refreshment, 

recalling again to his afternoon discomfort 
other sittings in solitary afternoon chairs, peerings 
at the Armory flag outside, 

for a pleasure 
in its stilled and blown flip-flaps 
in the willing wind. If he wished to assume 
the power, for himself, of the wind, 


no help came. 


On occasion, help 
came, as to a man breathing irregularly 
with his mere heart for company, 
struggling 
for a balance in the bleached surf 
of the surrounding air, 
waiting in a clench 
perhaps to breathe again 
to come out the other side, 


renewing 
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his bets with a joy set in motion. 

“Poetry 
is an act of survival,” or “Poetry 
is an act for survival.” 

What he might establish 
came only from the destructions of the wind 
artless in its gyrations, 

lucky 
when it possessed him in style, 

not so afraid for once 
at considering something durable. 


George Oppen in his clipping voice had said 
“Some of the young men 
Have become aware of the Indian, 
Perhaps because the young men move across the continent 
without wealth, moving one could say 
On the bare ground. There one finds the Indian 
Otherwise not found.” 

Not by the need only, but by the exercise 
of the will, which may deceive, 
do the operations deliver themselves — of the night sun 
in Norway real for the night walkers, of wind, of laughter 
rising from hot wells 
in the sweet fucking of an afternoon together. 


II 


a kind of outside 


There were four who entered Paradise: Ben Azzai, Ben 
Zoma, Elisha ben Abuyah and Akiba. Ben Azzai saw more 
than one is permitted to see, and paid for it with his 

life. Ben Zoma lost his mind. Elisha ben Abuyah became 
an apostate and sought to destroy the divine plants . 
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only Akiba remained safe and sound. 


In recognition of the danger and the destructive effects 
of this sort of speculation, the saying was coined: 


If one directs his mind to the following 

four things, it were better for him if he 

had never been born: what is above, what 

is below, what was before creation, and 

what will take place at the end of the world. 
(Hag. 2:1, Hag. Ila) 


Ill 
the dance 


not unlikely that his body 
should shake like this, 
accustomed, 
in old goings-away from itself 
for other lakes, 
to agues and worse. 
The whole man is a holier 
man, he knew, 
from the keen violence within, 
filling him 
with disquieting pleasure, pleasure of an old sort 
wandering among foreign 
lakes, likely 
images, 
Indians of a sort, 
o you sad Rabbis 
tracking away like geese, if you only knew it, 
after a goose. No jumping theodicists could have missed 
any more 
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of what youd left gratefully behind 
in the crowded clanks of brutal towns. 
Relieved, so 
relieved, you stand up straight, 
o heroes, 
missing it all, under the pushed 
grassland, the droughtless pastureland, 
Sreening 3.7. 
and all around the African grass, 
insect passes 
play tiny rounds, violent with a lovely 
violence, striplings 
vocal and clear to the bending 
Akiba, opening to smallest music. 
Inept Ben Azzai, blunt angel of the chase, 
father 
of a more foolish violence, and foolish 
fond old man 
what could you have seen, 
all furtive and booted, that laid you so low 
failing of expectation? 
O I see you three hold hands in the warm savanna 
as on the roof of the world 
terrified beasts lunge, watching for corners, 
not at home, not 
treading easy, 
my heart, bold Ben Azzai, 
right in your keeping. You leave me 
for nothingness. Down you go, or up, changed 
for good from what you were in your exploring 
premises. 
It was a promise fulfilled 
unexpectedly, 


loss of all names alike to common air, you, you, you've been 
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nowhere. If you had only... 
Forever, my waking dream, no end 
to this and my parcel of self, 
Good Akiba, stands dreaming on the plain with you, 
no martyr marvel, finding merely what you'd brought, 
bent 
a little from the burden of not having pined 
for the last horizon 
white weather in the final mind. 
And you, 
Ibuyah, in your quashing hobnails 
angry at the grass, poor Rabbi, 
what 
did it ever do to you, as to the white hands 
of Ben Zoma, mind gone, all color and laughter gone. 
Akiba, angel of the will, teach me 
how to listen, the stance a little down, the proper 
movement toward the bare ground, a return 
alive, the keepings of a name 
by the satisfactions of regular breathing 
not utterly drowned in common air. 


IV 
other dance 


some Indians made it, others 

made it, making what they were made by, 
distress, dance, delivery in the 

pleasures of meaning, measure 

of the still bough at the center, 
diamonded themselves, dancers 

thrown up by the brother earth 

and returning the favor by planting. 
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Turn about is fair, as 

in the dance the children themselves 
become the heavy mounds 

pointing to the gods. Agricultural 
implements make it, iron 

head of the hoe good for 

striking and healing after. 


Night, moon, day, sun- 

light, examples as of a celebrated 
perfection in its quickening rounds, 
reverend in the hot paces 

of summer, of distress in the dance 
of the wind-carried dust, 

other deliveries. Ghosts 

in the deepening harvests of flat 
lands, in executing strains 

giving birth to themselves, their 
ancestors, no small thing though 
made in their measure as the smallest, 
ants, corn rising, rodents 

at play, and following after these. 
Did whoever danced like this 

sink in a happier sun, soar 

like a consumed lamb into the twin 
lips of his woman, meeting 
himself, in a dawn walk, 

in fences, burnished fields, 

crows at a pillage watch, 
themselves in a brooding selfhood 
facing him. It would be good 

to consider, like becoming real. 
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V 
The Wreck 


a) of a universal poetry 


even blind we bring something. 
Be with this river in another way, without 
seeing the water, no peace- 
making crests of violence against the retaining red banks, no 
detritus of beaten planks whirling shoreward, no 
snake wires of Florida crates, no 
rotten orange bullion afloat 
for awhile and downed, nothing drowning, or saved, 
rising to a smashed hope or falling 
with the eye “in a fine frenzy rolling,” 

following them down 
in a kind of exultation for seeing. 

Forget that, hear it 
at least, down to the smallest squeak and chirp, the salvaged 
afterbirth of tempest, austere as it may be 
to the ear 
for a beginning. And if that goes next, angel of hearing, 
we shall scuff our own knees 
skin our own knuckles, 
blind and deaf scrabblers hot for a whiff 
of mortality, trying out in a deep inspiration 
the rank smell of beached Java plants, the scummy 
exhaust of Mexican ropes. 
Retreat from those 

in a just retreat/remembering O they use ropes 
for tying down, with them they have dropped men 
from tree-trunks 
not to reach the ground, what has been done 
is unbearable. 
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Insane then to scrape 
off the kelp from Paris hatboxes and Italian petcages, 
finally to taste 
scrapings of South Sea coral fragments glued 
to the backs of broken Japanese mirrors. But how 
disgusting not to be man, cries the resolute pulse 
in the basket-case. 

A beginning germs 

o angel of the blood, when you can course 
almost quietly, your cells like leaping river animals 
noising smallest noises/just endlessly. 

No — 
proton, photon, graviton, meson, no — 
pi-meson, mu-meson, positive 
pi-meson, positive mu-meson, negative 
pi-meson, negative mu-meson, and of both 
neutral ones, neutrino, positron, tau- 
meson, kappa meson, antineutron, 
antiproton, V particle, Xi particle, muon, 
pion, 

some 
down to ten billionths of a second they last. 
Great 
river of particles, are you contained? No end to this . . 


Vb 


dance of the kappa meson 


shortly shortly kappa meson 
wherever thou goest 

I must go. Wherever thou leadest 
Ill be along. 
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Ve 


dance of the negative kappa meson 


Wordsworth knew you 

you little shit 

but by the zillions and called you 
Tree. He used to dance 

in the Lake Country 

and o the difference to me 


VI 


not comment, but a contribution to reality 


as it goes, ripeness is all, readiness 
is all. 
I could sit and look 
at my son forever, except that he eludes me 
just when I reach out to kiss his cheek, 
what he means 

is standing up not getting away 
That is also what moves my escapes. 
Alone in my study I watch the cat look out of the window 
she has not moved for almost three hours 
nor have I 

She scrabbles when I smile 
to talk to her. 
To sit still and wait is asking 
for the luck of an overheated horse 
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comforted by a sudden rain 
just the right distance from the stable, 

better 
to trot around at appointed times 
than to anticipate sweat and no relief; 

when that comes 
it comes 

freshening. But how many steps 
in what direction, towards whom, for what purpose, 
hoping how, may I learn to take for standing 
up, not 
getting away. The oak is moved through the wet and dry 
repeats 
of change, the city sparrow comes back 
in time, the roach never leaves the kitchen, 
when my boy withdraws he will return after the great 
change 
given some private steps on my part 
for a new encounter. 
These motions 
keep me going, sometimes I dance. 
Angel of anxiety, when we walk together 
I consider my distances. With them, I can lash out, 
dreaming awake, knocking down a passing nun 
whose pallor infuriates me, stepping on cats 
and darting faster than they do, 
I turn boys into werewolves, sprawl in intersections with willing nurses, 
strike bus passengers with leprosy. 
Hail to the will. 
To whom can I teach this power, angel, 
when you disappear around the corner, how 
shall I hold on to possibilities? 
Young, I ran — 

I am not old, but puzzled. A flock 
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of sparrows sways delicately on a telephone wire, I 
cannot fly. When I could, I did not see them 
swaying slowly. 

A sudden freezing seizes me, 

warning 
as of a cold front approaching. We live in the mind. 
Whenever I disappear, sometimes for years at a stretch, 
a journey 
forgotten by all means of transportation, 
a hot 
pleasure stiffens my entire groin. 
I remember what I remember, but cannot tell 
the feeling of heat from that of cold. 
We live 

in the body. What it registers, shock waves, 
are lineaments of gratified desire. Hold on to 
will not do. Frost on the park spruces is summer 
sun shine off the needles. Myself my child, 
hungry and sleeping in caves all winter, in summer 
returning on time for the leaves, no 
counting of steps, mostly, most 
memorably, marked most by this giving 
birth 
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SLUG DURALUMIN 


improvisation, mixed-media event, 
Long Island Poets’ Theater, East 
Hampton, August 1968 


the slug is a lover 

green mamba is nice lime lizard is fine komodo dragon will do but slug is better 
it thinks of flatworms it dreams of trichinosis it waddles 

Ist national bank of the iguana is good waste of crawlers is good 
but chase american reserve slug it is tender it is best 

it has bodies of alexander hamilton it has bodies of nixon 

it shits slow the slug is a slow fullbodied lover 

the slug knows slow and gooey wins it 

see the pope of slugs 

see the aluminum balls hard slug rolling in paper crosses 

hard testes of money tender alexander hamilton makes it with slug 
treasury of slug national reserve aouaoua 

horde of sperm in dollars of soft aluminum slug 

radiation of coral slug hard water makes it rongelap bikini money 
lay down the skin carefully poor slug cover the holes in the world 
sick grass sick bloodworms sick seeds spoiling the symmetry of flat 
hard aluminum cross snatch go with christ 

duralumin slug bodies of alexander hamilton intestines lovely money 
of breasts iron penis of slug by rough surprise alexander hamilton 
in the garden 

flat is best 

good slug 

paper is seaweed of slug 

paper makes it with the pope, not 

for children not for adam not for ari not for laurie 

but crocodile paper of slug flat reserve on moving things 

not the rat’s gut not a hard nipple not purple water 

see the new slug duralumin 
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up in it and to hold and down jellyfish not rising 

rise slug stinger duralumin 

come 

have came will would might came 

boffrou aaarn swiiououou 

man box shoe girl vagina make it duralumin slug 

iron penis slug construction hammer surprise alexander hamilton 


POEM TO CELEBRATE THE CONVOCATION OF ALL THE POETS IN NEW 
YORK ON THE EVENING OF NOVEMBER 6, 1964, AT THE HARDWARE 
POETS PLAYHOUSE 


I have a centaur friend 

often talks about reasons, how he transcends himself 
above the crotch, and all about spiritual values. 

It makes you think. 
We get together for poetry, storks 
swallow frogs, Wee Willie Winkie lacerates 
his hamster, and what the boy feels 
is the curious trying-out, peculiar intimations 

at the edges. 

Nobody needs to tell me the appropriate is what’s beautiful, except 
my centaur does, and him I surprise in springtime 
furtively bending his pretty fetlocks, and straddling 
clean, shallow ponds 
regarding his big clean balls hung over. 


At the height of the human, 
the poetic height, 
I remember ziqquratu, height, from the Assyrian, from which 
those smaller and smaller up-up Euphrates buildings. 
Such a piece 
of knowledge comes organically to me, happy 
in discovery, at one, and brooding away in my human. 
I’m sorry for the freaky centaur, stuck 
in a midline muddle, how he paws and snorts 
like my uncle Holofernes complaining about his territorial 
salesmen, all overdrawn, and sick of work. 
When I read my poems 
I feel good; listening to the rest of you 
the seat gets hard, my stomach begins to hurt, I imagine 
a brilliant desert waiting for me 
with its good clean shallow ponds. 
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KINDERTOTENLIED 


I’m like what I figure a mole 

might feel like in a hole, it’s my strangeness 

all the walking around after a rain 

or sticky on a humid day, mushrooms 

are asking for something — their names, a difference 
in color clarified. My son used to say 

you could tell the degree 

of aging “with some trouble.” Practice 

helps. Their cycle is rapid, on occasion 

they’re attacked right away by some 

symmetrical 

black fungus. We found one last July, 

captured. First I thought it 

a new species 

but the white thing 

was dying into spores. The mycelium’s around 

for a century or more in the same patches 

of clayey loam and the mushroom 

pushes up suddenly 

and whole. My son and I often rode 

the woods hand in hand for show and tell 0 that 
and a rosebreasted grosbeak two Aprils ago and questions 
about South for the birds for later and goddamn 

if I wouldn't like to see them all dead now, soft body and wing 
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LANGUAGE IS POETRY 


Chapter 2 of Words and their Ways in English Speech, 1900, by James B. 
Greenough and George Lyman Kittredge. 


“... there are formal or dignified or poetical words for simple conceptions 
(like residence, progeny, quaff, masticate) ...” 


The number of the dead 

long exceedeth all that shall live. 

The night of time 

far surpasseth the day, 

and who knows when was the equinox? 
But the sufficiency of Christian immortality 
frustrates all earthly glory, 

and the quality of either state after death 
makes a folly of posthumous memory. 
Therefore I have always wanted to be 
somewhere else, anywhere 

anywhere out of this world, someplace simple, to quaff 
and masticate a Turkish houri 

for simple conception, a Holy War 

in my residence—and progeny 

like the grains of sand on the banks 

of the Sea of Marmara 

and progeny like the considerable drops 

in the Bosporus. 


> 


“.. there are vague words (like thing, affair, matter, act,do) ... 


please hon let me put my thing in 
you act so funny 
what’s the matter 
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do you know 
I have always wanted an affair on an antimacassar 
a covering thrown over chairs sofas etc. to protect them 
from grease in the hair etc., or as an ornament. 


“|. there are scientific terms of rigid exactness (like oxygen, atmosphere, 


> 


chloride, carbon, inoculate) ... 


of course because what I’ve always wanted 
is a fort of rigid exactness, like To inoculate the air with seeding crystals; 
will have would, to have to can 
to would have will, to can have might should may — 
subjective and out of categories 
not 

like the past perfect They had inoculated the carbon 
with chloride oxygen in the sense of an atmosphere 

or 
perfect in the future, add a little doubt, maybeano.. . 
like They would not have inoculated the oxygen with carbon 
chloride under an atmosphere. What I’ve always wanted 
is to be perfect 

I 

have carboned, I have encarboned, I have carbonized, 
I have carbonated, I have modernly integrated 
my sweet inoculant in soft bituminous atmosphere, 

how 
she rises oxygen in her moon belly and then haaugghh 
she vlarps backwards and I catharsized in happy blank, I 
chlorided — a nearly white powder made by passing chlorine gas over 

slaked lime and used as a bleach and disinfectant. 
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“, . . there are words of a distinctly undignified character (like 
chum, crank, bamboozle, blubber, bawl, fizzle) . . .” 
I played with Victoria 
she gave me a bawl 
after seeing my crank 
tower in the throne-room, no blubber 
for she; bamboozle bamboozle 
bamboozle with me, 
roll 
on the red bed drapes, 
said her. o how the categories 
fizzled. 


“< 


*,.. others so dignified as to be uncommon in familiar talk (as 


>”? 


remunerative, emolument, eleemosynary, recalcitrant . . .) 


I once wanted 
a recalcitrant lover, a hot 
Latin with purple eyes and long 
flannely fingers working me, she’d whisper 
emolumentum/exertion/profit 
in her language, to be paid, and so to please 
plunging me. 
I'd wash her ears in lave, I'd whisper: 
Speech after long silence; it is right 
All other lovers being estranged or dead, 
to speak of Freud: Contributions to the Psychology of Love. 
The most Prevalent Form of Degradation in Erotic Life, 1912 
to tell my sweet Umbrian 


69 


“it is possible, too, 
that the tendency so often observed in men of the highest class in 
society to take a woman of a low class as a permanent mistress, or even 
as a wife, is nothing but a consequence of the need for a lower type of 
sexual object on which, psychologically, the possibility of complete 
gratification depends.” 


How remunerative 


to be eleemosynary; how civilized to be 

discontent. In this apartment house 

I don’t know my neighbors, we all have police locks, it is 
a category for the insane, 1965, a complex state. 


«“ 


. . there are words so high-sounding as hardly to be allowable even in 


>? 


elaborate writing (as exacerbate, cachinnation, adumbrate) . 


elaborately I listen to my friend Ted cachinnate. 

“say Ted can you adumbrate? like why are you laughing at me?” 
(I love these conversations in the head.) Ted says, 

“you Jew, me Zen 

you ethic 

me phlegm.” Too bad 

I have always wanted to not ask questions. 


< 


. and others so prosaic that every poet avoids them (as fry, exchequer, 


> 


discount, cross-question, extra, medium, miscellaneous . . . 


the miscellaneous 

makes up the substance. If it is 
the substance it must be 

the miscellaneous, the out 

of focus, the small 
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glimmer off a penny dropped in the beach sand, 
con- 
fusion of copper and silicones to the boy 
walking slowly head down looking and to the horseshoe 
crab. 
I send photographs of the exchequer, of the 
chancellor of the exchequer as a tension relaxer 
to those who were chosen of those 
who might have been taken of all those eligible 
to fry in the Viet-Nam sun. 
I forget 
whether I’m sending substance, or the form of fellow-feeling 
in a joke, which might be rejected, or 
the miscellaneous, 
like a glimmer. 
I prepare eggs, bacon, strong coffee 
most mornings. I feed, 
medium man, thinking 
Troy, Macabbees, Galahad, Gawain, the corny 
extras of battles good for books. 
Across the way, tired 
in the daylight, Achilles calls up to me 
from his torn sulking-tent. He 
cross-questions me, it is about modern 
history. I offer him pumpernickel toast. 
It is 
Tuesday morning, friendship and food, a category. 
We are all 
at a discount. 


“and others so childish as to be confined to the dialect of the nursery 
(as naughty, mammy, dad, dolly) .. .” 
71 


and they are confined 
to the dialect of the nursery. 
I have always wanted to 
break out. Anywhere. 
dolly 
help me 
dad 
help me 
mammy will you 
help me 

all this time I’ve been waiting 

in this one room 

thinking of things to burn and have fun 
if ’'m naughty let me out 
I'll be good 


72 


TROPIC GARDEN 
for David Antin and Jerome Rothenberg 


I carry them around in I suppose my head wherever I go. 
When I hope to be free to find 
meat-eating petals, berries like little suns, childhood 
stomach aches I want desperately to remember 
it’s never alone I can go down to look, even to get set 
to go down and ready myself to wait and listen 
in that tropic garden where I win when I lie passive and sweat 
and wait until my crimped shoulder muscles 
foul my back. I suppose 
it’s time no longer to cry Help and hate it but to say 
Yes you two poets 
in my sunken living room garden in 1961 
growing in me for six years of pledging and absences, Yes, 
I will help you to be my strange plants 
and suffocate me and take that exotic chance and help me to listen 
to what I have to hear said in me. 
There is 
this fat garden of neurones, synapses and fire 
lets me be for months at a stretch, peaceful, busy 
at walk around and doing, like that man on the Journey 
to the East, remembering, acid in his throat, knives slitting the fine shield of 
his eyes, 

he has been walking on a park bench for nine years 
forgetting the Journey. 

How can it be? How 
can it be? How 
do you forget the foxy shaman who has recognized you 
but gone his own hot way and left you 
bereft? And where did you put the sharp-edge stalwart of mind, 
tender mouth tiger, trampling out his path, carving 
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his garden from duralumin, who bends to his picture-book 

of false stigmatas and those few real pus-y ones 

within which the aluminum thrusts make their notions relevant? 
Say Help at the first step. Say 

the first step guards 

the notion of moving from nothingness. 


I have no sense of air in the cramp that my garden makes. 
moisture is water so that’s not it either, but oil 
dispersion, or insecticide, or vaporised amanitas 
waft slowly down infecting my pores, invading the openings 
in my body unwilling to say Mine Mine. 
But if I felt differently I would turn into a colonel 
in my mastery. I’ve learned the virtue of waiting 
but hate it. 

I see the foxy shaman nesting 
for his discipline and bright eggs. Beside him 
the sharp edge cat feeds, eating organdy wings, blue 
crabs, the table of elements. I want to think they work 
with ready and foreknown pleasure. Then I could avoid 
my own trips down in hopelessness. But I know 
I am just very tired of getting up every morning 
to laugh lies, damp down the lawn further. Vulcanologists 
are wrong ;the lava does not accumulate, press, wait, press, 
and scream upward. It congeals, atrophies like dead tissue 
and dissolves into nothingness. 


Id like to take that cat and cut off its head 
and ram it in the shaman’s nest 

where the white blood and the blue eggs’ meat 
running through the matted stalks and papers 
heat and fertilize my ground. I must learn 

as I let myself be 

to have a head for seasons. 
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FOR BOEHME 


. and stood in a changing city 
a forest of birds before me 
their dull songs the tearing of rough 
cardboard, to reshape the wounded place 
old place of heavy moas and emus etc., 
to release the sparks of my body 
dry park on fire, 
where I called to my name in the forest 
where I strained ashamed of my old clothes 
the idea of clothes, where I limped 
to myself in the woods 
sick with hunger. 


I am not a reasonable man 
I did not come here to understand 
I came to say No. I came 
to make the weather change 
or learn to see it do that 
and the trees cry out in bird calls 
in a green flame of wings 
I came to break the watches. I came 
to craw] toward myself 
ghost to a body of fire 
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SEAWEED 
for doloris 


TEXT 


from: “the invention of glamour,” (with photographs) by Eugenia 
Sheppard, New York Herald Tribune, August 1, 1965 


coquettish elegance countess castiglione 1858 photo by adolphe braun 
sentimental beauty mrs. herbert duckworth 1867 photo by julia m. cameron 
forthright opulence _ lillian russel as “dorothy” 1887 photo by b. j. falk 
lawn-party fantasy princess natasha paley 1935 photo by cecil beaton 
spiritual creature greta garbo 1925 photo by arnold genthe 

dramatic individuality greta garbo 1928 photo by edward steichen 
stylized abstraction kiki 1926 photo by man ray 

liberated action model 1940 photo by martin munkacsi 

perpetual seduction jean harlow 1934 photo by george hurrell 
ornamental elegance fonssagrieves 1950 photo by irving penn 

queenly walf brigitte bardot 1959 photo by richard avedon 


GLOSS 


kiki’s stylized abstraction precedes garbo’s dramatic individuality 
but garbo’s dramatic individuality 
follows 
garbo’s spiritual creature 
in 1928 garbo was an individual but in 1925 
she was a creature, that is to say 
in 1928 edward steichen, photographer, garbo, dramatic individuality, 
was an individual 
in a drama. In 1925 
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arnold genthe, spiritual creature creator 

was a creature or 

1925 was a creature and 1928 

an individual. 

one woman is a waif one woman is a beauty one woman is a creature 
red city 

the other women are an elegance an opulence a fantasy 

an individuality an abstraction an action a seduction and one more elegance 
they think of the green sea 

more elegance than other nouns, two elegances, the other nouns 

are one each: opulence fantasy creature individuality abstraction 
action seduction waif 

in the red city they think of the green sea 


seaweed 


II 


is it all one or many? 
princess natasha paley full of lawn-party fantasy 
fantasy 

princess her left hand looks dulcet 

swans and everything 
and space for an inch and a half between the second and third fingers 
I try it 
my tendons hurt, photograph me 
there’s a hollow in her right cheek shadow dark, god 
I'd like to go in there and forget 
she looks at her empty left hand from which what? yes a violin 
has disintegrated. Yes, she is 
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willing the instrument back, such an intense stare, magic and beautiful — 
the backdrop may be a blowup of my face, pores and distended pores, or 
it’s the damp beach sand at Southampton, that’s all right, 
magic and beautiful; in her right hand a short 
limp rod of flowers doesn’t quite fall off, the problem 
of losses 

it’s the unseen power of the slight thumb 
retains what’s here in 1935, she 
wouldn’t do it like a dog in a party on that fantasy lawn, poor 
void of echoes; 

princess natasha paley’s left hand 
makes a shadow on the beach 
of pores, 
somewhat 

like an open-mouthed dog 


seaweed sticky 


III 


when he raps and orders nothing 

moves, no animals change 

direction. He tries sleep. 

The jellyfish ladies swim without a whisper 
of a sound. Is it 

the delicate purple muscles 

that propel? Is it the sea 

currents that open and close them? 

He shifts in sleep. 
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He begins again with the deep 

attachment of brooding 

sight, he is dreaming 

the ocean stirring without sound, the forms 
swimming in Egyptian heaviness, the sea 

is chalcedony-hard grey stone, white 
sun-bleached seaweed on hard sand under 
camera sun spot light. Is he deaf to the waves 
that they make no sound? Expensive 

sun, which holds a stance steady so long. Which 
sun is real? rumors of another one in another 
harness, motion-full out of his control. 

He shifts in sleep. What a fine 

sheen off the brass sun, a coin, a cut-out 
caprice, sparkle figure on a ground, buoy 

in the everlasting come and go, woman. 


IV 


hateful fill full of hatefulness 

hollow horror needful of land fill, big and little 
live crawlers and flyers and those which dig 
and figures of thrivers on fallow 

below damp beach boulders sickening sick- 
ening, rap rot snake- 

weed in the brass sun, vials 

packed with the red city sick- 

ening 


seaweed 
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Vv 


what thou lovest well remains, what 
remains is what thou lovest well. 

That 
viviparous voyeur with a Vienna heard told us: 
money and beautiful women remain — 

which 
thou lovest well; slowly by slowly the live births 
grow, and populate the land, little by little the healers 
spread in their vested vests, helping 
in a hover helpfulness, money 
and beautiful women, this 
is the poetry of gain and loss, of the rock 
of the desire for stones. Do what you will, all 
men be mirrors. 


seaweed 


VI 


in a landscape Fonssagrieves is clamming 


in the seaweed full tepid bay water at low 
tide, 


snake 


weed, her thin 


high breasts point 


down, she laughs, the sun 


is brass off the water, she strains 
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the heavy rake up out of it, 
glints 
where she unembroiders the weed off the forks, 
her breasts 
risen, sweat down the nipples and through the channel 
two catamarans cut with heaven-piercing topmasts, 
voices 


off the starboard bow. 


in a landscape Lillian Russell is clamming 
in the seaweed full tepid bay water at low 
tide, 
in 1887. 
She is rowing to the clam beds, b. j. falk, 
studio at 949 Broadway, photographer, Lillian 
Russell as “Dorothy,” sits ballast in the stern, toying 
with the anchor chain. 
Diamond 

Jim Brady waits in the bed in a glint of finger rings 
off the brass sun, a knife in his swimming pantaloons, a bottle 
of seafood cocktail in his left hand. 

Sturdy 
scene; they spar, he 
with the big rake, b.j. is clamming, 

they 
lie on their backs after sparring, his chrysanthemum head 
plump on her pontoon 
breasts, b,j. 
is clamming, the sea 
is rhythming in waltzes toward dusk, they 
are lolling dugongs in a coupling, in the shallows b,j. 
is clamming, through the clean water he gropes 
for a resting conch, good 
food. 
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IX 


rap rap hateful fill hollow princesses, thrivers 
on fallow healers, what thou lovest populates 
some of the land- 

scape, snake week. It’s a ring ding 

cakewalk, which of us 

is not poor of spirit, ravaged 

in the dance . 


the leaves of fall are 
falling on the bay shore 
and on the plastic canopy 


the slow fall of the shoreline 
is the sea’s work, not 
like an osprey, more a rabbit 


what was it again that impales 
its prey? it is the shrill butcher- 
bird, the shrike, not the sea 


he moves in the red city, he hungers 
for the green sea, he looks for clams, feeling 
with his toes on the subway platform 


lost at sea, lost at sea! there a god 
waits, what he wants 
startles the drowning man 


the danger of jellyfish, poison 


hairs on tentacles, the danger of a man 
swimming, the danger of weightlessness 
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the danger of purple, the danger 
of red, the danger of green, but the catastrophe 
of the sun bleached seaweed 


he wills to see the tint chlorophyll 
again, the yellow breast of the flicker, the red 
crown 


the leafy leavings fall 


away, he walks in the mulch, 
what was that rustle that woke him? 
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